THE  LIFE   OF  KATHERINE  MANSFIELD

From Vignettes

" A year ago we sat by the fire, she and I, hand in
hand, cheek to cheek, speaking but little, and then
whispering, because the room was so dark, the fire
so low? and the rain outside so loud and bitter,

" She, a thin little figure in a long, soft black
frock, and a string of amethysts around her white
throat.

*c Eventually it grew so cold that I dragged the
blanket from the bed, and we wrapped ourselves up
in it, smiling a little and saying, c We feel like chil-
dren on a desert island.* With one hand she held the
rough, gaily-striped thing up to her chin ; the other
hand lay in mine. We talked of fame, how we both
longed for it, how hard the struggle was, what we
both meant to do. I found a piece of paper, and
together we wrote a declaration vowing that in the
space of one year we should both have become
famous. And we signed the paper and sealed it ;
then, dedicating it to the gods, dropped it into the
fire. For a moment a bright light, and then a handful
of ashes. By and bye she fell asleep, and I gave her
my share of the blanket, and arranged a sofa pillow in
her low chair. The long night dragged coldly through,
while I watched her, and thought, and longed, but
could not sleep.

c* To-day, at the other end of the world, I have
suffered, and she, doubtless, has bought herself a new
hat at the February sales. Sic transit gloria mundL

" K. MANSFIELD."

The books in her room at the Terrace lined the
wall from the floor upwards for some four or five
feet : sitting on the floor, she could reach any
volume. The little room was arranged like a studio :
her writing table by the window, her few treasures
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